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TIDES  of  DAWN 


A  T  dawn  I  saw  a  shining  river  flow 
*^     Mid  purpling  clouds  still  heavy  with  the 

night, 

But  rifted  into  creeks  and  pools  of  light — 
"  The  Saltings  of  the  Sunrise  " — all  aglow 
With  day's  yet  hidden  fires  that  yonder  show 
Where  the  full  sun  arising  in  his  might 
Again  the  victor  in  an  oft-fought  fight, 
Shall  the  last  stronghold  of  the  night  o'erthrow. 
Then  as  that  river  reached  yon  glorious  sea, 
Rolling  its  waves  across  the  Eastern  sky, 
With  purpose  of  an  ever-growing  scope, 
Behold  that  glowing  tide's  insistency, 
Unhurried,  yet  resistless,  mounting  high, 
Brought  to  my  soul  blest  messages  of  Hope. 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  NORTH  WIND 

T^TORTHWind!  North  Wind ! 
•*•  ^     Hurtling  through  the  trees, 

Thy  voice  on  high 

Mysteriously 
Claims  kinship  with  the  Sea's. 

Rising,  falling, 

In  mystic  cadences, 

What  joy  and  grief 

Are  in  each  leaf 
That  rustles  in  the  breeze  ! 

Ebbing,  flowing, 

The  restless  murmuring  tide 

Unto  the  shore 

Doth  evermore 
Its  fears  and  hopes  confide. 

Sea  and  land  !  Sea  and  land  ! 
The  rustling  wave  and  tree 

In  kindred  speech 

This  lesson  teach : 
One  are  the  land  and  sea. 
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(I) 

BY  THE  RIVER 

RITHING  like  a  snake  along 

Flows  the  river  deep  and  strong, 
Through  the  drowning  water-weeds 
And  the  thickets  of  the  reeds; 
Surging  round  each  rustic  beam 
'Neath  the  planks  that  span  the  stream. 
But  a  little  while  ago 
Children  waded  there  below, 
And  their  happy  shouts  were  telling 
Of  the  joys  within  them  welling. 
Silent  now  the  scene  and  chill, 
But  the  gladness  lingers  still, 
For  the  azure  waters  bring 
Sunny  hint  of  coming  Spring  ; 
And  yon  rippling  mimic  lake 
On  the  river  bank  doth  make, 
Glistening  'neath  the  sunlit  sky, 
Like  assurance  to  the  eye. 
Spring,  meseems,  her  harp  lets  fall, 
Peeping  shyly  virginal 
On  the  brink  of  her  recall ; 
And  the  bluff  chill  wind  is  playing 
On  the  gleaming  strings,  and  saying  : 
"  Winter  now  is  on  the  wing, 
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Earth  awaiting  joyous  Spring  ; 
Bring,  O  heart !  thy  meed  of  gladness, 
Bid  adieu  to  care  and  sadness. 
Hope  is  in  the  very  air, 
Spring's  glad  promise  everywhere." 


(2) 


TN  amid  the  meadows  winding, 

Glides  the  stream  a  pathway  finding 
Through  the  water-weeds  and  rushes, 
That  the  sunset  faintly  flushes, 
Save  where  tangled  boughs  are  throwing 
Shadows  on  the  water  flowing 
To  the  mill-wheel,  yonder  turning 
Slowly  like  the  page  of  learning, 
Conned  by  youth  reluctant  ever 
In  the  path  of  wise  endeavour. 
Each  on  leafy  raft  upholden, 
Water  lilies  glister  golden, 
And  the  banks  are  royal-seeming 
With  the  purple  loose-strife  gleaming  ; 
Meadow-sweet  its  scent  is  flinging 
Far  and  wide,  while  birds  are  singing  ; 
Plashing  oar,  and  cattle  lowing, 
And  the  floodgates  overflowing 
Into  murmuring  music  falling, 
Shouts  of  happy  bathers  calling 
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Each  to  each  their  joys  enthralling  ; 
And  the  whisper  of  the  grasses, 
As  the  night-wind  o'er  them  passes, 
'Mid  the  deepening  twilight  mingle 
Into  one  glad  joyous  single 
Note  of  Nature's  beauty  lavish, 
Potent  all  the  sense  to  ravish. 

(3) 

PLEASANTLY  i  wander 

By  the  river  yonder, 
Where  the  lights  and  shadows  lie. 
Leafy  branch  and  dappled  sky, 
Mingling  into  gloom  of  green 
And  a  softly  silvern  sheen, 
Till  upon  the  mirror's  face 
Gleams  a  tender  mystic  grace, 
Quickened  by  the  breeze  at  whiles 
Into  wistful  loving  smiles. 
Snowy-white  the  swans  appear 
As  they  float  majestic  here, 
Waiting  by  the  cottages 
Near  the  bridge-head  at  their  ease 
For  the  crumbs  they  may  secure 
From  the  tables  of  the  poor. 


Lower  down  the  winding  stream 
By  the  mill  I  see  the  gleam 
Of  its  whitened  masonry 
On  the  current  twinkling  by 
To  the  plashing  water-wheel, 
Grinding  slow  the  miller's  meal. 
There  the  fish  do  congregate, 
And  the  anglers  patient  wait, 
Mingling  laugh  and  jest  at  will 
With  the  murmur  of  the  mill. 
In  the  shallow  pools  below 
Splash  the  horses  to  and  fro, 
And  o'er  all  the  old  Norman  Keep 
Watches  from  yon  summit  steep. 
Peaceful  river,  onward  glide 
'Mid  the  ebb  and  flow  of  tide  ; 
On  by  woodland,  garden,  lea, 
To  thy  bourne,  the  surging  sea, 
And  may  all  who  love  thee  find 
Life's  fulfilment  no  less  kind  ! 


THE  CUCKOO 

TTARK  to  the  cuckoo,  the  cuckoo  a-calling! 
•*•  •*•     Ceaseless  the  echoes  are  rising  and  falling 
Over  the  fields — as  for  aye  on  the  wing 
Roameth  the  vagabond  herald  of  spring. 

Hark  to  the  cuckoo,  the  cuckoo  a-calling  ! 
Ceaseless  the  echoes  are  rising  and  falling. 
Heedless  of  protest,  importunate  guest, 
Impudent  cuckoo  invadeth  the  nest. 

Hark  to  the  cuckoo,  the  cuckoo  a-calling  ! 
Ceaseless  the  echoes  are  rising  and  falling  ; 
Jaunty,  light-hearted,  with  never  a  care, 
Hail  to  thee,  cuckoo,  the  vagrant  of  air  ! 

Hark  to  the  cuckoo,  the  cuckoo  a-calling ! 
Ceaseless  the  echoes  are  rising  and  falling  ; 
Memories  awaken,  recalling  once  more, 
With  joy  and  grief  mingled,  the  seasons  of  yore. 

Hark  to  the  cuckoo,  the  cuckoo  a-calling  ! 
Ceaseless  the  echoes  are  rising  and  falling  ; 
Waken,  O  earth  !  to  the  tidings  of  cheer, 
Cuckoo's  a-calling  that  springtide  is  here  ! 


TO  NIETZSCHE 

TS  Pity  weakness  ?  Mercy  proved  at  last 

Slavish  self-preservation's  abject  plea  ? 
Is  he  the  Super-Man,  the  hero,  he 
And  he  alone,  who  can  behind  him  cast, — 
As  superstitions  of  th'  exploded  past, — 
Christian  compassion,  and  humility, 
Unselfishness,  and  noble  chivalry, 
Spurned  by  the  murderer,  and  th'  iconoclast  ? 
Is  Christ  at  last  in  true  perspective  seen 
As  but  a  servile  sentimentalist  ? 
Nay  !  though  the  verdict  seem  to  tarry  long, 
Faith  hails  the  future,  unperturbed,  serene, 
As  seeing  still  through  error's  darkling  mist, 
Hatred  is  weakness — Love  alone  is  strong. 


THE  GREAT  QUESTION 

A  SK  not — "  Is  God  upon  our  side  ?  " 
•**'    'Tis  far  more  urgent  to  decide — 
"  Are  we  on  God's?  " — whose  cause  must  be 
The  triumph  of  Eternity. 
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ROOKS  BY  THE  NORTH  STATION 

A  Reverie 

"VJOW  th'  imperious  Dawn  obeying 
•*         Early  morning  sun  is  gilding 
Yonder  tree-tops,  gently  swaying 

'Neath  the  busy  rooks,  a-building 
With  vociferous  jubilation 

Loose-piled  nests  (unsightly  dwelling), 
And  in  noisy  declamation 

Proud  achievement  hoarsely  telling. 

Till  their  clamour  so  incessant 

Weans  the  mind  into  transition 
From  th'  insistence  of  the  present 

To  imaginative  vision, 
With  the  sense  of  thought's  expansion 

Into  centuries  immemorial, 
And  there  looms  in  sight  a  mansion 

With  its  ancient  rights  manorial : 

Where  the  rooks  are  cawing  loudly 

In  deep-toned  vaticination, 
"  Though  this  mansion  stand  so  proudly, 

Here  one  day  a  busy  station 
Shall  with  ceaseless  noise  and  bustle, 

Gride  of  brake  and  engine's  panting, 
Drown  the  woodland's  leafy  rustle 

In  unmusical  supplanting." 


Then  the  vision  transitory, 

Fading,  left  its  mystic  meaning 
To  the  rooks'  incessant  story 

For  the  list'ner's  patient  gleaning 
Still  from  age  to  age  enduring 

Human  thought  continueth  ever. 
Thus  responsive  to  the  luring 

Of  appearance,  resting  never. 
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IN  LEXDEN  CHURCHYARD 

i 

A  MID  the  mute  memorials  of  the  dead 
I  muse  awhile  within  this  hallowed 

ground, 

And  find  my  spirit  strangely  comforted, 
And  overflowed  with  a  deep  peace  profound. 


The  dusk  of  evening  deepens  into  dark, 
Till  I  can  scarce  discern  the  church  below, 

And  the  tall  trees  in  yonder  wooded  park 
As  waving  whispering  shadows  dimly  show. 

3 

Up  from  the  street  the  traffic's  dwindling  noise 
More  and  more  softly  mingles  with  the  sound 

Of  children's  voices  loath  to  leave  their  joys 
Or,  haply,  on  some  evening  errand  bound. 

4 
Soon  shall  sweet  sleep  on  tired  eyes  descend, 

Emblem  of  slumber  far  more  lengthened  here  ; 
A  peaceful  slumber  that  shall  know  no  end 

Till  the  great  Resurrection  Day  appear. 


5 
These  stones  and  mounds  ! — how  simply  eloquent 

Of  man's  belief  in  Immortality, 
And  of  the  love  that  fain  would  find  a  vent 

For  the  full  heart  that  yearns  insistently. 


'Mid  such  surroundings  Death  itself  appears 
Shorn  of  its  terrors  and  forbidding  gloom  ; 

Here  mournful  Grief  soon  learns  to  dry  her  tears, 
And  Hope  here  triumphs  o'er  thedarklingtomb. 

7 
Sleep  on,  ye  dead  !   your  quiet  slumber  take, 

As  precious  seed  safe  hidden  in  the  earth, 
Till  the  appointed  hour  shall  you  awake 

And  quicken  gladly  into  glorious  birth. 
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A  WINTER  SUNRISE 

A    GROWING  splendour  in  the  East 
•^^     Heralds  the  rising  day, 
While  high  in  Heaven  the  silvern  moon 
Begins  to  fade  away. 

And  drifting  cloudlets,  flushed  with  dawn, 
Invade  the  steely  blue, 
Each  a  celestial  argosy 
With  sails  of  roseate  hue. 

But  yonder  still  the  pallid  moon 
With  mystic  meaning  rife, 
Against  the  thronging  hosts  of  morn 
Maintains  th'  unequal  strife. 

Awhile  ago,  serene  and  bright, 
She  held  unchallenged  sway, 
Full  soon  to  vanish  from  the  sky 
Before  the  coming  day. 

And  ne'er  more  beauteous  doth  she  show 
Than  on  Day's  very  verge, 
'Ere  the  Dawn's  glowing  waves  roll  in, 
And  her  last  beams  submerge. 
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MOON-FROST 

'  TPIS  winter  in  the  sky  ! 

The  moon  with  chilly  light 
Shines  out  right  frostily 
Upon  the  silent  night. 

And  clouds  that  semblance  bear 
To  the  untrodden  snow 

Are  tinged  with  mystery,  where 
Night's  shadows  come  and  go. 

Cloudless  about  the  moon, 
Yon  lake  of  steely  blue 

With  icy  moonbeams  strewn, 
Gleams  frozen  to  the  view. 

And  see  !  how  yonder  roof 

Glistens  in  sympathy 
To  claim  on  Earth's  behoof 

Her  kinship  with  the  sky. 

While  mystic  ice  and  snow 
In  moonlit  silence  spread, 

Repeat  in  accents  low 
The  vision  overhead. 
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THE  SKY 

I.      BY   DAY 

T  musing  fancy,  like  a  child  at  play — 
A  young  magician  with  his  toys — will  take 
The  drifting  clouds,  and  therewith  idly  make 
Imaginary  pictures.    So,  to-day 
I  see  dark  storm-clouds  like  tall  cliffs  at  bay, 
Beset  by  waves  of  mist  that  seem  to  shake 
The  very  sky  as  high  in  air  they  break 
Into  a  cat'ract  of  tumultuous  spray. 
And  then  anon,  amid  that  billowy  sea, 
The  sun,  like  some  strong  swimmer  buffeted 
By  angry  breakers,  sinks  awhile  from  view, 
Only  to  re-emerge  triumphantly, 
Shaking  the  spray  from  golden-gleaming  head, 
And  o'er  the  heavens  his  journey  still  pursue. 


2.      BY  NIGHT 

A  ND  oft  amid  the  clustering  clouds  by  night, 
^^     The  moonbeams'  shuttle,  flickering  to 

and  fro, 

Weaves  from  their  fleece  a  garment  fair  eno' 
For  Heaven's  great  Queen,  with  trailing  folds  of 

white, 

Broidered  with  blue  ;  while  in  the  lunar  light 
For  her  fit  coronal  an  ethereal  glow 
Of  lambent  tawny-red  doth  yonder  show, 
With  hint  of  hues  too  pure  for  mortal  sight. 
Nor  doth  that  Queen  lack  jewels  rich  and  rare, 
While  stars  like  lustrous  gems  about  her  shine, 
Too  bright  for  gossamer  clouds  to  quite  conceal ; 
And  'mid  the  stilly  silence,  high  in  air, 
I  view  her  royal  progress,  calm,  benign — 
A  stately  monarch  'mid  her  subjects  leal. 
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"  FAERIE  BLUE  " 

(Clustering  Violas  beneath  the  Araucaria  in  a 
Colchester  garden) 

V\7ITH  sudden  thrill  of  glad  surprise, 

And  inward  joy,  I  view 
This  shrine  of  Beauty  in  the  guise 
Of  broidered  blue. 

Doubtless  the  fairies  thus  consort 

'Neath  yonder  tree  to  pay 
Due  homage  to  their  queen  at  court, 
In  bright  array. 

An  air  of  simple,  childlike  glee 

Pervades  that  happy  throng — 
A  little  world  from  malice  free, 
And  stain  of  wrong. 

The  joy  of  life,  so  seldom  known 

By  mortals  of  this  Earth. 
Is  by  these  "  little  people  "  shown 
In  guileless  mirth. 

And  towering  high  above  them  all 

In  pleasing  contrast,  see  ! 
With  branches  somewhat  whimsical, 
Yon  spine-leaved  tree. 


A  foil  to  set  in  bright  relief 
The  flow'rets  seen  below, 
As  joy,  by  contrast  with  a  grief, 
Doth  livelier  show. 

What,  then,  though  soon  from  garden  fair 

That  loveliest  vision  fade, 
If  haply  thus  a  climbing  stair 
For  thought  be  made  ! 
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BY  "THE  RAMPARTS"  AT  COLCHESTER 

An  Autumn  Idyll 

"LJERE  Autumn's  sunbeams  softly  fall 
On  hedgerow,  field,  and  lane, 

Gilding  the  moated  farmhouse  wall, 

Gable  and  window  pane. 
And  here  the  glooming  waters  glow 
As  'neath  the  little  bridge  they  flow, 
Whose  ivied  arches  lend  a  charm 
To  the  approaches  of  the  farm. 

Almost  a  lake,  the  wayside  pond, 
Hemmed  in  by  barn  and  byre, 
Gleams  in  the  sunlight  just  beyond, 
With  rippling  sparks  of  fire. 
And  from  the  path  the  passer  sees 
Dim  background  of  o'ershadowing  trees, 
A  nestling  covert,  whence  is  heard 
Hoarse  summons  of  the  mother  bird. 

As  to  and  fro,  in  sportive  mood, 

Across  the  sunlit  space, 

Half  swim,  half  fly,  her  youngling  brood 

In  joyance  of  the  chase. 
Till  presently  their  artless  glee 
An  answering  chord  awakes  in  me, 
And  sight  and  sound  alike  contrive 
To  teach — 'tis  bliss  to  be  alive. 
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For  what  though  Summer  joys  be  o'er, 

And  Winter  soon  be  here, 

If  Autumn  hath  such  pleasing  store 

Of  smiling  hope  to  cheer  ! 
Thus  musing  turn  we,  homeward-bound, 
Past  the  long  green  mysterious  mound, 
Mute  witness  to  the  days  of  old, 
Here  bathed  in  Autumn's  peaceful  gold. 
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AMID  THE  FLOWERS 

HPHE  spilth  of  the  sunshine's 

On  meadow  and  lea, 
And  children  are  gathering 
The  cowslips  with  glee. 

And  white-gleaming  daisies 
With  joy  they  behold, 
Aweaving  them  bracelets 
Of  silver  and  gold. 

Blest  season  of  childhood  ! 
The  years  fall  away, 
And  again  'midst  the  cowslips 
We're  children  at  play. 
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TO  THE  DAFFODIL 

/^•OLDEN-TINTED  Daffodil ! 
^-^  Gift  of  springtide's  joyous  thrill  ; 
Earthly  craftsmanship  could  ne'er 
Plan  or  fashion  aught  so  fair. 

Right  goodwill  was  in  the  mind 
That  thy  loveliness  designed, 
Matchless  purity  and  grace 
Did  thy  marvellous  beauty  trace. 

And  the  deftly  rimpled  edge 
Of  thy  chalice-brim's  the  pledge, 
That  an  Artist's  pride  and  joy 
In  thy  making  found  employ. 

See  !  the  petals  round  thy  cup 
Seem  like  wings  to  bear  thee  up, 
Lest  in  thy  humility 
Earth  should  claim  too  much  of  thee. 

Or  like  lambent  flames,  that  burn 
Incense  to  the  Sun's  return, 
Twirled  and  tapering  mimic-rays 
Shining  forth  in  joyous  praise. 


Swaying  slow  on  slender  stem, 
Seem'st  thou  there  some  lustrous  gem. 
Fashioned  beakerwise,  and  filled 
With  a  draught  the  Sun  doth  gild. 

Winter's  seal  is  on  thee  still, 
Cool,  fresh,  modest  Daffodil ! 
But  the  Spring  takes  tribute,  too, 
In  the  love-thrill  breathing  through. 


MOONLIGHT  ON  THE  HARVEST  FIELD 

*  I AHE  moon  looks  down  with  yellow  light 

Upon  the  slumbering  sheaves  of  wheat, 
And  like  a  mother  at  the  sight 
Her  smile  is  sweet. 

Those  little  ones  have  done  their  best 
To  win  the  praise  of  Father  Sun, 

And  gladly  now  are  taking  rest, 
The  day's  work  done. 

And  in  a  gentle,  fond  caress 

Upon  each  dreaming  golden  head, 

With  all  a  mother's  tenderness. 
Her  beams  are  shed. 

"  Well  done  I""  Good-night !  "  she  whispers  low* 
Smiling  upon  her  slumbering  brood  ; 

"I'm  pleased  with  you,  because  I  know 
You've  been  so  good." 

And  at  the  word  from  slumber  deep 
Stirring,  they  murmur  in  their  dreams, 

Or  so,  amid  the  sheaves  asleep 
The  night-wind  seems. 


CHRIST'S  KINGDOM 

"1117'ITHIN  us  is  the  Kingdom — not,  until 

We  have  dominion  over  every  lust 
And  selfish  passion,  can  we  enter  in, 
Claiming  possession  of  our  heritage, 
Longed-for,  but  scarce  expected,  since  not  oft 
Do  blissful  dreams  become  realities. 
Seek  we  the  Kingdom  ?  This  the  only  way, 
Self-conquest — and  therein  all  victories. 
Losing  our  life  to  gain  it  evermore — 
By  meekness,  not  by  might,  inherit  earth, 
And  having  nothing,  all  things  thus  possess. 
Not  what  we  have  but  are — th'  essential  thing, 
Be  Christ's  true  liege-men,  and  that  very  hour 
His  Kingdom  daily  prayed  for  is  begun. 
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PAIN 

is  the  postulate  of  progress  made  ; 
Each  ache,  each  sting,  is  but  the  life  within 
Beating  against  the  bars  insistently, 
That  hem  it  from  the  ampler  life  beyond — 
The  bursting  of  the  sheath  wherein  lies  hid 
The  seedling  that  shall  one  day  make  its  way 
Into  the  light  above,  and  presently 
Wave  leafy  branches  in  the  sunny  air 
To  be  the  happy  home  of  nesting  birds. 
Flinch  from  the  pain,  thou  shrinkest  thus  from 

birth 

Into  the  fuller,  nobler  life  of  love. 
Gethsemane  the  road  to  Paradise — 
Anguish  is  but  the  soul's  development, 
And  sacrifice  is  still  the  law  of  life. 
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SUNSET  IN  HARVEST 


in  a  purple  mist, 
Flung  athwart  the  peaceful  sky, 
In  its  filmy  meshes  snares 
Sunset's  gold  right  skilfully. 

Like  a  shoal  of  fishes  —  see  ! 

How  the  sunbeams  strive  in  vain 
From  that  fine  spun  net  to  escape, 

And  re-gild  the  earth  again. 

Or  as  fancy  whispers  now, 

Dallying  with  a  quaint  conceit  — 
Like  a  beryl  basket  filled 

With  the  golden  sheaves  of  wheat. 

Or  like  clouds  of  amethyst 
Lit  with  softly  golden  glow, 

Robes  of  loveliest  phantasies, 
Doth  the  harvest  sunset  show. 

Through  the  windows  of  the  West 
Still  the  golden  radiance  streams, 

Pure,  soft,  wonderful  and  fair 
As  the  vision  of  my  dreams. 
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STARLIGHT  ON  THE  SEA 


evening  breathing  o'er  the  sky 
Had  dimmed  the  mirror  of  the  sea, 
And  the  cool  night  wind's  lingering  sigh 
The  daylight's  requiem  seemed  to  be, 
Amid  the  dusk  a  sudden  glow 

The  ebbing  tideway's  course  did  strow. 

A  tremulous  gleam  upon  the  wave, 
A  softly  radiant  path  of  light, 

Mixed  with  the  sea's  low  murmuring  gave 
Unwonted  beauty  to  the  night, 

And  left  me  wondering  whence  it  came  — 
The  mystery  of  that  mirrored  flame. 

Meseemed  it  was  not  of  this  earth, 
So  soft,  translucent,  elfin-wise, 

Some  far-off  influence  gave  it  birth, 

And  launched  it  from  the  trackless  skies, 

Ethereal  messenger  of  light, 
Hint  of  the  mystic  Infinite. 

There  high  in  heaven,  serene,  afar, 
Pale,  lustrous,  wonderful  to  view, 

In  calm  pure  splendour  shone  a  star  ; 
And  on  the  gleaming  waters  threw 

Its  argent  beams,  in  loveliest  guise 
Bearing  the  witness  of  the  skies. 


Quenchless,  undimmed,  that  peerless  ray 
Finds  in  my  soul  an  answering  thrill, 

And  with  sure  instinct  makes  its  way 
To  secret  springs  of  thought  and  will ; 

A  mirror  of  Eternity — 

In  earthly  beauty  Heaven's  I  see. 
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THE  SPELL  OF  THE  LARCHES 


A  TENDER,  sweet  austerity, 
•^^    Suffused  with  silver-grey, 
Breathes  softly  on  me  passing  by 
The  larchen  woods  to-day  : 


The  gentle  priestess  of  the  place 
A  moment  here  concealed  ; 

And  then  with  half-averted  face 
In  wistful  charm  revealed. 

The  sunbeams  may  not  enter  there 

Till  passionless  and  pale, 
As  pilgrims  through  the  wood  they  fare 

To  seek  the  Holy  Grail. 

And  each  in  reverence  goes  unshod, 

And  with  a  sense  profound, 
That  here  the  very  touch  of  God 

Is  hallowing  all  around. 

And  while  without  the  burning  gold 

Of  noontide  glows  amain, 
Within  yon  solemn  aisles  behold 

Mysterious  twilight's  reign. 


The  silhouette  of  the  tasselled  trees 

Against  the  gleaming  sky 
Seems  'mid  these  shadowy  silences 

An  Eastern  tracery : 

Or  like  the  rustling  reeds'  array 

Beside  the  silvery  stream, 
While  here  and  there  along  the  way 

The  rippling  wavelets  gleam. 

But  stay  !  few  gleams  must  here  intrude 
Within  these  woods,  or  dare 

To  spoil  a  charm  so  soft,  subdued, 
And  past  all  utterance  fair. 
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WHEN  WINTER  WORKS  HIS  SPELL 

T   WOKE  to  find  the  world  in  white, 

And  thrill  with  rapture  at  the  sight, 
For  Winter  o'er  the  countryside 
Had  flung  his  banner  far  and  wide, 
And  written  a  meaning  mystical 
In  runic  screed  on  fence  and  wall. 
Enrobed  in  matchless  purity, 
Snowclad,  stood  each  transfigured  tree — 
A  being  from  another  sphere 
Whose  thoughts  are  whiter  far  than  here. 
And  all  the  fields  were  carpeted 
With  whiteness,  that  the  sky  had  shed, 
While  swiftly,  ever  swiftlier,  sped 
The  flying  shuttles  of  the  snow, 
Weaving  this  silvern  web  below. 
Whiteness  was  in  the  very  air, 
And  in  the  sky,  'twas  everywhere  ; — 
A  whiteness,  white  beyond  compare. 
Outlined  in  white,  each  roof  appeared 
A  temple  by  the  winter  reared 
In  worship  of  pale  purity, 
From  stain  of  earthly  grossness  free, 
Till  presently  with  sense  profound 
Of  something  hallowing  all  around 
I  knew  myself  on  holy  ground. 
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"THE  MILKY  WAY" 

T  GAZED  last  night  upon  "  the  Milky  Way." 
•*•    Pale  argent  mists  suffused  that  starlit  floor  ; 
So  soft,  so  pure,  meseemed  they  scarce  were  more 
Than  a  white  thought,  a  wraith-like  fancy — nay ! 
Of  texture  more  ethereal  still  they  lay 
On  the  mind's  magic  mirror,  ne'er  before 
So  delicately  dimmed  and  frosted  o'er, 
E'en  by  the  breath  of  light's  austerest  ray. 
And  yet  those  lucent  shimmering  mists,  I  knew, 
Were  but  the  gleam  of  myriad  orbs  aflame, 
Glowing  afar  with  ceaseless  energy  ; 
And  at  that  thought  the  sense  of  wonder  grew 
In  the  beholder's  mind,  till  it  became 
A  humble  altar  to  Infinity. 


SPRING 

A   THRILL  in  the  air 

At  the  breath  of  awakening  life, 

And  joy  in  my  heart 
To  welcome  cessation  of  strife  ; 
A  pledge  of  the  Power  that  excelleth, 
A  glimpse  of  the  Glory  Divine, 
We  hail  thee,  O  Spring  of  all  blessing, 

A  seal  and  a  sign  ! 

All  Nature  revives 
At  thy  coming  no  longer  delayed, 

And  greets  thee  again 
In  the  garments  of  gladness  arrayed  ; 
A  light  that  ariseth  in  darkness, 
A  hope  that  is  born  of  despair, 
A  fount  of  perennial  beauty. 

O  Spring,  thou  art  fair  ! 


THE  JOY  OF  HARVEST 

sea  of  life  into  billows  heaves, 
And  its  motionless  waves  are  the  golden 
sheaves, 

That  later  shall  be  the  needful  bread 
Wherewith  the  people  shall  be  fed. 

The  sun  and  the  rain  and  the  patient  Earth 
Together  brought  the  seed  to  its  birth, 
And  tended  it  with  most  loving  care, 
That  a  plentiful  harvest  it  thus  might  bear. 

The  husbandman  patiently  toiled  for  this, 
And  his  heart  o'erflows  with  harvest  bliss, 
For  to-day  of  all  others  he's  fain  to  feel 
What  the  beauty  and  joy  of  the  scene  reveal. 

The  life  of  man's  body  perisheth, 
As  the  wheat  is  laid  low  by  the  sickle  of  death, 
But,  immortal  they  both  shall  again  arise, 
For  in  them  are  deathless  energies. 
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SUNSET-HOUR 

A  BOVE  the  gable  of  yonder  dwelling, 

Nightfall  claiming  the  darkening  sky, 
A  lingering  roseate  cloud  is  telling 
Of  daylight's  glory  passing  by. 

Against  the  blue,  yet  uninvaded, 
Loom  walnut-branches  of  ebon  hue, 

Whose  youngling  twigs  and  leaves  have  faded 
To  a  delicate  bronze  green-tinged  to  view. 

And  from  the  topmost  bough  descending 
The  song-birds'  notes  melodious  fall, 

Their  music  with  the  sunset  blending 
In  one  last  riotous  madrigal. 

Then  as  the  hush  of  evening  stealeth 

Over  the  tumult  of  the  day, 
Her  secret  night  again  revealeth, 

And  in  deep  peace  renews  her  sway. 
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GYPSOPHILA 

Gracing  a  local  garden 

T    I KE  a  beautiful  pearly  mist  arising  from  out 

***    the  sea, 

The  dawn  of  a  stainless  thought  of  infinite  purity ; 

Or  the  tiniest  powdering  flakes  of  glistering, 
whirling  snow, 

The  shuttles  of  light's  own  loom  swift  flickering 
to  and  fro, 

Weaving  a  delicate,  joyous  robe  of  ineffable  grace 

In  daintiest  gossamer  films  of  lustrous  fleece-like 
lace  ; 

Or  the  gleaming  dust  from  the  whirring  wheels  of 
the  chariot  of  light, 

Ever  in  hot  pursuit  of  the  fugitive  darkness  of 
night ; 

Or  the  crest  of  a  foaming  wave  that  breaketh  in 
sunlit  spray, 

The  glistening  spume  of  the  rising  tide  of  the 
light  of  day ; 

Or  a  group  of  the  myriad  stars  agleam  in  the  far- 
flung  sky, 

So  far  that  in  milky  whiteness,  aye,  they  greet 
the  beholder's  eye. 

And  see  !  what  a  vision  of  beauty  is  the  rime- 
frost  in  the  dawn, 
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When  the  fairy  fabric's  silvery  white  is  shim- 
mering on  the  lawn ; 

And  lovelier,  too,  than  words  can  tell  are  the 
pearls  of  the  morning  dew 

On  blade  and  leaf  like  elfin  beads  of  a  lustrous 
pearly  hue. 

Radiant  and  joyous  thou  standest  there,  the 
symbol  of  innocent  mirth, 

Raising  to  Heaven  in  beauty  and  grace  the 
praises  of  rapturous  Earth  ; 

Out  of  the  darkness  thou  comest,  with  whiteness 
unsullied,  unstained, 

And  gladness  undaunted  ecstatic,  life's  mystical 
meaning  attained. 

Thy  panicles  gracefully  floating  in  air  appear  as 
Earth's  echo  of  love, 

When  the  song  of  the  lark  like  a  musical  rain 
droppeth  down  from  the  heavens  above  ; 

And  the  drops  of  that  shower,  the  notes  of  that 
song,  are  thy  seedlings  that  lie 

Earth-hidden  awhile  till  their  blossoming  beauty- 
is  claimed  by  the  sky. 
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THE  SNOWDROP 

T>ALE  Snowdrop,  firstling  of  the  year  ! 
*•    Oncoming  Spring's  meek  harbinger 

Thy  advent  seems  to  me. 
Is  then  thy  pallor  but  the  hue 
Of  Winter's  death,  or  Spring-tide's  new 

White  robe  of  infancy  ? 

Thy  insubstantial  presence  now, 
The  seal  of  whiteness  on  thy  brow, 

Thy  meekly-drooping  head, 
Are  like  the  first  responsive  sigh 
Of  earth  beneath  the  kindling  sky, 

New-rising  from  the  dead. 

Or  art  thou  then  some  spirit-child, 
There  standing,  harmless,  undefiled, 

And  from  all  grossness  free  ? 
Of  earth  thou  art,  yet  not  of  earth  : 
Some  other  world  hath  given  at  birth 

That  whiteness  unto  thee. 

As  snowflakes  quickly  melt  away, 
Thy  whiteness  scarcely  lasts  a  day, 

And  yet  we  surely  know, 
Life,  that  to  thee  so  gently  came, 
Shall  yet  with  ever-kindling  flame 

Make  all  the  garden  glow. 
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Art  them,  awhile,  in  low  estate  ? 
Be  not,  O  heart,  disconsolate, 

Thou  shalt  not  so  abide. 
The  whiteness  of  humility 
Predicts  the  pomp  and  pageantry 

Of  Summer's  glowing  pride. 

The  colours  of  the  spectrum  blend 
In  one  white  ray,  and  there  commend 

What  in  that  whiteness  lies  ; 
And  in  the  snowdrop's  bleachen  hue, 
Compact  of  loveliest  tints,  we  view 

The  wealth  of  warmer  skies. 


48 


IN  THE  DELL 

/CHEERLESS  the  scene 

In  this  late-wooded  dell, 
And  we,  who  love  so  well 

It's  leafy  mem'ries  green, 
Amid  such  havoc  needs  must  mourn 
All  that  the  woodman's  ruthless  axe  hath  shorn. 

These  faggots  soon 
Shall  feed  the  crackling  flame, 
And  nought  beyond  a  name 

Shall  seem  (this  coming  June) 
The  leafy  charms  that  to  this  place 
In  years  gone  by  have  lent  a  witching  grace. 

Hath  beauty  fled 
For  ever  then,  and  left 
Her  favoured  haunt  bereft, 

And  all  uncomforted : 
No  more  her  lovers'  eyes  to  thrill  ? 
Ah,  no,  for  look  !  the  roots  are  living  still. 

If,  then,  sore  grief 
Thy  cherished  hopes  destroy, 
And  lop  thy  dearest  joy, 

In  this  thought  find  relief : 
Immortal  still  the  roots  remain  ; 
Thy  joy  shall  surely  burgeon  forth  again. 
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TO   THE   WILLOW   COMETH   SPRING 

A   PALPITANT  fountain  of  green, 

Of  wonderful  emerald-spray, 
The  spirit  of  Beauty  is  seen 

In  the  willow's  new-budding  array. 

Or  is  it  the  Nymph  of  the  place 

'Mid  the  tremulous  branches  concealed, 

In  infinite  beauty  and  grace 
To  a  lover's  fine  instinct  revealed  ? 

Or  a  leafy-green  luminous  mist, 

An  ecstasy  born  of  the  Spring, 
When  birds  for  the  joy  of  the  tryst 

In  raptures  of  minstrelsy  sing  ? 

These  buds  are  the  notes  of  that  song, 

The  shy,  sweet  first  transports,  that  show 

Though  Spring's  coming  hath  tarried  so  long, 
Soon  we  lovers  her  presence  shall  know. 

And  those  exquisite  notes  are  alive, 
For,  see  !  in  the  March  wind  they  sway 

Like  a  cluster  of  bees  round  the  hive, 
Returning  at  close  of  the  day. 


The  lake's  rippling  silver,  agleam 
In  the  sunbeams  that  lovingly  lie 

On  its  bright  shining  surface,  doth  seem 
Like  a  jewel  down-dropped  from  the  sky  : 

A  gift  from  the  Heaven  above 

To  her  handmaid,  Earth's  beauty,  below, 
The  mirror  of  Infinite  Love, 

A  gleam  of  Eternity's  glow. 


FAIRYLAND 

A  H  !  give  me  back  the  fancies  fond  and  free 

Of  innocent,  light-hearted  Infancy  ! 
Days  of  my  childhood,  when  on  every  hand 
There  greeted  me  the  scenes  of  Fairyland  ; 
When  on  the  passing  breeze  a  Fairy's  voice 
Whispered  me  softly,  bidding  me  rejoice  : 
For  that  the  elves  and  sprites  that  very  day 
Would  fain  I  joined  them  at  their  merry  play  : 
When  birds  and  beasts  conversed  in  human 

speech, 

And  could  a  loving  child  much  wisdom  teach  ; 
Days  when  the  sky  a  roof  translucent  seemed, 
Through    which    the    golden    sunbeams    daily 

streamed 

Into  a  world,  that  in  those  far-off  days 
Was  just  a  tent  the  fairies  loved  to  raise, 
With  buttercups  and  daisies  carpeted, 
Green  blades  of  grass,  and  poppies  fine  and  red  ; 
Its  walls  hung  round  with  leaf-green  tapestry, 
Broidered  with  daintiest  blossoms,  fair  to  see  ! 
Ah  !  happy,  happy  days  !   I  vainly  yearn 
The  secret  of  your  joy  again  to  learn  ; 
So  cold  my  heart,  and  worldly-wise  to-day, 
Wrould  it  might  beat  in  the  old  childlike  way  ! 
Then  might  I  hope  to  enter  as  of  yore 
The  happy  realms  of  Fairyland  once  more. 


THE  GRASS  OF  THE  FIELD 


CIMPLE  and  unpretentious  garb  of  earth, 
But  beautiful  in  nature's  homely  way  ; 
Charming  the  eye  with  colour  not  too  gay, 
Albeit  she  hath  of  gaudier  tints  no  dearth  ; 
Thine  is  the  dignity  of  modest  worth, 
The  serviceable  life  of  every  day  ; 
Thy  lineage  too  is  of  the  common  clay, 
And  kinship  thus  we  claim  with  thee  by  birth  ! 
Thine  age  is  immemorial,  and  thy  home, 
The  whole  wide  world  ;  thy  boundless  charity 
Aye  seeks  earth's  desolate  places  to  retrieve  ; 
The  traveller  hails  thee,  wheresoe'er  he  roam, 
And  feels  again  in  memory's  ecstasy, 
How  close  the  strands  of  being  interweave. 
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Homely  !  yet  hast  thou  fitting  ornament 

For  gala  days — thine  the  fair  broidering 

Of  buttercups  and  daisies  in  the  spring, 

And  summer  lends  the  clover's  faint  sweet  scent, 

Its  delicate  hues  with  flaunting  poppies  blent, 

And  the  brave  gold  that  dandelions  bring. 

Oft  too,  the  sunlit  clouds  their  patterns  fling 

On  fields,  with  dappled  light  and  shade  besprent. 

Fleeting  thy  beauty,  and  thy  life  as  frail ! 

A  transient  breath,  yet  in  that  meagre  span 

The  riddle  of  the  universe  we  read. 

Service  and  sacrifice  alone  avail 

To  compass  immortality  for  man, 

In  death  for  others  man  from  death  is  freed. 
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BLACK  AND  WHITE 

"VfTHITE  wings  like  fluttering  flakes  of  snow 

On  yonder  field  descend, 
And  to  the  red-brown  furrowed  earth 
The  garb  of  winter  lend. 

And  plaintive  comes  the  sea-gulls'  mew, 

As  lighting  on  the  clod 
Each  stranger  delves  right  busily, 

Seeking  his  meat  from  God. 

What  brings  from  haunts  by  cliff  and  shore 

These  rovers  of  the  sea, 
To  wander  inland  at  their  will, 

And  hold  the  farms  in  fee  ? 

Out  yonder,  winter's  icy  hand 

Withholds  their  wonted  food, 
And  with  the  scourge  of  hunger  drives 

The  sea's  reluctant  brood. 

The  smaller  land-birds  yield  their  place, 

And  from  the  banquet  flee 
With  twittering  protest,  fain  to  find 

Some  sheltering  bush  or  tree. 
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But  two  black  crows,  with  jaunty  air 

Of  self-possession,  stay 
To  do  the  honours  of  the  feast, 

And  due  observance  pay. 

•,  t 
So  pirates  of  the  sea  and  land 

In  friendly  mood  unite 
To  tell  the  winter's  tale  again 

In  terms  of  black  and  white. 


AUTUMN 


A  UTUMN  yclad  in  softly  golden  haze 
•^^  With  fine  spun  robesof  filmy  vapourdressed, 
Under  thy  spell  I  seem  as  one  possessed 
With  tender  memories  of  dear  bygone  days 
Thronging  to  greet  me.    As  I  stand  and  gaze 
Full  many  a  longing  (all  unbidden  guest) 
Darkens  the  mirror  of  my  pensive  breast, 
As  musing  mood  thy  quiet  call  obeys. 
Vague  and  elusive  is  the  charm  of  thee 
Wrought  by  those  sunlit  golden  mists  of  thine 
And  subtly  breathing  o'er  the  peaceful  scene 
On  the  sense  stealing  imperceptibly 
Like  the  faint  fragrance  of  an  Indian  shrine 
Or  slow  strange  grace  of  some  Egyptian  Queen. 
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The  woods  arrayed  in  gorgeous  tapestries 

Of  many-tinted  foliage,  all  aglow 

With  the  sun's  waning  fires,  in  Autumn  show 

How  Nature  cometh  in  fair-seeming  guise 

To  usher  in  late  summer's  obsequies. 

Yon  crimson  leaves  now  fluttering  to  and  fro 

As  loath  to  fall — are  beautiful  eno' 

To  claim  their  kinship  with  the  glowing  skies — 

Red  with  the  life  blood  of  the  dying  year 

They  speak  to  us  of  immortality. 

For  though  e'en  now  the  season's  on  the  wing, 

And  the  cold  winter  slowly  draweth  near, 

Yet  shall  these  leaves  so  soon  to  perish  be 

Followed  by  all  the  glorious  growth  of  spring. 


MOONLIGHT 

shines  the  full-orbed  moon  upon  the 
night, 

The  stars  grow  pale  and  own  her  ray  supreme, 
And  the  pale  clouds,  all  silver-frosted,  seem 
Like  mountain-summits  bathed  in  argent  light, 
And  wreathed  in  snows  of  stainless  virgin  white, 
Or  like  celestial  icebergs,  all  agleam 
With  the  unearthly  splendour  of  a  dream, 
Silently  drifting  onward  out  of  sight. 
And  yesternight  a  moonlit  cloud  I  saw 
With  widespread  pinions  hovering  high  in  air 
Like  a  white  dove,  an  angel  of  the  sky — 
And  the  blest  vision  filled  my  heart  with  awe, 
As  though  some  spirit  were  embodied  there, 
Emblem  of  peaceful  loving  purity. 
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"  AT  THE  FOOT  OF  THE  HILL  " 

T)  Y  a  long  low  wall  at  break  of  day, 

When  the  world  is  scarce  yet  half  awake, 
At  the  foot  of  the  hill  I've  time  to  stay 
For  a  peep  at  a  field  flooded  into  a  lake. 

When  Dawn  is  beginning  to  paint  the  sky 
With  the  first  faint  glow  of  the  rising  morn, 

And  I  see  its  flush  on  the  water  lie 
Like  the  gracious  hint  of  a  hope  new  born  ; 

And  hear  the  sea-gulls'  wild  shrill  call, 
As  now  like  a  snowstorm  through  the  air 

The  fluttering  flakes  of  their  white  wings  fall 
On  to  the  lake,  soft  gleaming  there  : 

Fain  am  I  then  to  linger  awhile 

In  the  early  morn  at  the  foot  of  the  hill, 

For  I  catch  a  glimpse  of  Nature's  smile, 
And  feel  in  my  spirit  an  answering  thrill. 

Sordid  and  commonplace  much  of  our  life, 
But  the  secret  of  something  far  other  it  hides 

And  I  learn  that  'neath  its  clamour  and  strife 
Essential  peace  for  ever  abides. 
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THE  SEA-GULL 


"\X7"HEN  inland  flies  the  sea-gull 
With  quaintly  creaking  cry, 
Ranging  the  fields  for  needful  food 
Now  winter  draweth  nigh — 


Wheeling  and  circling  yonder 

In  graceful  buoyant  flight, 
Those  wide  spread  wings  like  white  sails 
bring 

Before  the  inward  sight, — 


The  sand-banks  and  the  shallows 
And  murmur  of  the  sea — 

And  the  tall  weather-beaten  cliffs 
Confronting  steadfastly, — 

4 

The  waves  that  sometimes  ripple 
Shorewards  with  gentle  flow, 

And  strive  anon  with  thund'rous  roar 
The  rocks  to  overthrow. 
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Yet  mid  the  spume  and  spindrift 

Of  billows  that  assail, 
Dauntless  the  screaming  sea-gull  roams 

Nor  heeds  the  rising  gale. 


Anon  on  wing  untiring 
Along  the  sunlit  shore, 

Its  silent  reaches,  all  agleam, 
He'll  eagerly  explore. 

7 

Till,  rover  of  the  field  and  wave, 
Light-hearted,  bold  and  free, 

The  sea-gull  seemeth  evermore 
Fit  emblem  of  the  sea. 
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ALONG  THE  SHORE 


A1 


LONG  the  shore 
The  tide  comes  rolling  in 
With  deep  insistent  roar, 
Eager  the  race  to  win. 
And  find  upon  the  foam-fringed  beach 
The  goal  it  toiled  so  patiently  to  reach. 


Along  the  shore, 
Waves  of  translucent  green, 
Ceaselessly  brimming  o'er 
From  some  deep  fount  unseen, 
Now  gleam  like  emeralds  in  the  light, 
Anon  are  lost  in  clouds  of  creamy  white. 


Along  the  shore 
The  happy  children  play, 
Pleased  with  the  sandy  floor 
The  livelong  summer's  day — 
The  while  with  ceaseless  ebb  and  flow, 
The  surging  tide  swings  slowly  to  and  fro. 


Along  the  shore, 
See  !  diamonds  all  agleam 
From  the  sun's  treasure-store 
Brought  by  each  glittering  beam, 
Laughing  and  dancing  o'er  the  wave 
As  on  it  journeys  childhood's  feet  to  lave. 


Along  the  shore 

In  the  blest  calm  of  eve, 

The  mind  doth  more  and  more 

A  pensive  hue  receive, 
E'en  as  the  sea  so  bright  by  day 
Takes  on  at  dusk  the  evening's  pearly  grey. 


Along  the  shore 

Of  human  wisdom,  still 

Impatient  to  explore 

The  bounds  of  fate  and  will, 
Beats  the  unfathomable  sea, 
The  plumbless  depths  of  sheer  Immensity. 
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LIFE 

A  LL  life  is  one  from  mineral  up  to  man, 

And  all  things  are  related  each  to  each, 
Striving  as  one  a  common  goal  to  reach, 
Together  joined  in  one  progressive  plan 
Whose  growing  scope  doth  endless  ages  span. 
And,  as  the  waves  that  break  on  yonder  beach 
Once  laved  the  shores  of  far-off  lands,  to  teach 
The  oneness  of  this  ocean  that  we  scan, 
So  all  that  is  and  all  that  yet  shall  be 
Show  but  as  waves  upon  a  sea  of  life, 
That  yet  remaineth  one  for  evermore. 
Metal  and  plant  and  brute  are  kin  to  thee. 
And  all  Creation's  ceaseless  waves  of  strife 
Move  to  their  destined  goal  on  love's  eternal 
shore. 


CHRISTMAS  BELLS 

"O  ING  out,  ring  out,  ye  Christmas  Bells 
A      Your  peals  of  joyous  mirth, 
God's  truce  proclaiming  (all  too  brief) 
To  an  expectant  Earth  ! 

Let  all  the  tumult  of  the  strife 
Be  hushed,  that  we  may  hear 

The  welcome  message  of  the  bells, 
Glad  tidings  of  good  cheer. 

Love,  for  a  little  while  supreme, 

Reigneth  upon  the  earth, 
And  blessings  unto  all  mankind 

Flow  from  the  Saviour's  birth. 

Ring  out,  ring  out,  then,  O  ye  bells  ! 

To  all  glad  tidings  bring, 
And  echoing  in  each  heart  to-day 

May  joy-bells  sweetly  ring. 
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BY  THE  WESTERN  SEA 

"LTERE,  where  huge  rocks  in  wild  confusion 
"     hurled, 

Like  playthings  of  some  sportive  Titan  show, 
As  from  the  verge  of  an  enchanted  world 

I  gaze  upon  the  murmuring  sea  below, 
A  sapphire  streaked  with  emerald,  all  empearled, 

And  lit  with  shimmering  opalescent  glow. 

Rimmed,  too,  with  broidering  of  a  silvery  white, 
Where  the  unresting  wave  breaks  ceaselessly 

Along  the  coast  on  rock  and  tree-clad  height, 
And  the  white  wings  of  sea-gulls  seem  to  me 

Like  flakes  of  glist'ning  foam  in  buoyant  flight 
O'er  the  wave-dimpled  mirror  of  the  sea. 

Inland  stretch  hills  with  slopes  of  varied  hue, 
Gorse,  bracken,  heather,  purple,  brown,  and 

gold, 

Sheep-dotted  turf,  and  the  "  scree's  "  slaty-blue, 
And  woods  like  well-ploughed  leafy  fields  that 

hold 

Long  sloping  lines  of  shade,  and  to  the  view 
Seem  tilted  green-ridged  furrows,  fold  on  fold. 

Then  turning  to  the  wondrous  sea  once  more, 
As  here  I  watch  with  loving,  wistful  eye, 


Cloud-shadows  flit  across  that  shining  floor, 
Hints  of  a  deeply-purple  mystery, 

That,  staining  now  the  sea  it  passes  o'er, 
With  the  cliff's  shadow  almost  seems  to  vie. 

And  to  give  beauty  just  that  human  note, 
Which  else  must  leave  it  lacking  the  supreme, 

How  the  red  sails  of  yonder  fishing-boat 
In  the  bright  rays  of  early  morning  gleam  ! 

And  from  the  happy  fisher's  joyous  throat 
How  the  full  notes  of  all  his  gladness  stream! 
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IN   THE  LANE 

A  LONG  the  leafy  lane  at  eve 
^*     'Mid  more  than  twilight  gloom, 
With  sudden  rapture  I  perceive 
The  yellow  gleam  of  broom. 

And  now  this  wayside-gap  to  me, 
An  Eastern  window  seems, 

Through  which  in  glorious  mimicry 
A  golden  sunrise  streams. 

The  vision  fadeth  all  too  soon, 
Now  night  begins  her  reign, 

And,  sunset  over,  lo!  the  moon 
A-glimmering  in  the  lane. 
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LOVE 

f~\  HUMAN  love!     I  find  thee  passing  sweet, 
And  ne'er  more  sweet  than  when  I  thus 

divine 

That  God  Himself  maketh  my  heart  His  shrine. 
The  Presence-Chamber  of  His  Paraclete, 
Infinite  Love's  for  ever  blessed  seat, 
Whence  wondrous  grace  in  His  supreme  design 
Doth  still  through  human  hopes  and  yearnings 

shine, 

And  God  with  man  in  loving  kindness  meet. 
Where  Love  is  most,  there  God  is  most  revealed. 
Deeds  of  unselfish  love  best  pleasing  are 
To  Him  whose  name  and  nature  both  are  Love. 
For  as  the  Sun  its  glorious  might  doth  wield 
To  send  its  beams  as  messengers  from  far, 
Earth's  love  proclaims  her  glowing  source  above. 
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WAYSIDE  GOLD 

A    YELLOW  glow  with  sparks  of  gold 
*^     As  from  a  furnace  flying, 
Type  of  that  burning  bush  of  old, 
Aflame  yet  never  dying ! 

And  a  pure  lustrous  golden  hue 
From  yonder  thickets  gleaming, 

As  if  through  crystal  globes  of  dew 
The  yellow  sun  were  streaming ! 

Leaf-dotted  stems  a  net  appear 

Wherein  awhile  are  holden 
A  captive  swarm  (dehVrance  near) 

Of  fluttering  fire-flies  golden. 

Or  see  we  here  the  rhythmic  dance 
Of  myriad  stars,  combining 

In  ecstasy  to  charm  the  chance 
Beholder  of  their  shining  ? 

Ah,  no !  true  beauty  doth  not  lie 

(We  see  it,  growing  older) 
In  things  themselves,  but  in  the  eye 

Of  the  inspired  beholder. 


And  in  this  wayside  shrub  we  view 
Appearance  partly  screening, 

And  partly  luring  to  pursue 
The  spirit's  mystic  meaning. 
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SUNSET  IN  LATE  SEPTEMBER 

A    TINGE  of  faintly-golden  green 
•**•    Pervades  the  western  sky, 
Like  the  last  breath  of  summer  leaves 
That  soon  shall  die. 

And  overhead  are  blushing  clouds 

Suffused  with  sunset  glow, 
That  as  with  petals  of  a  rose 

Heaven's  pathway  strow. 

Now  as  the  evening  shadows  fall, 

And  daylight  dies  away, 
Eastwards  the  sky  is  beautiful 
With  pearly  grey. 

The  tumult  of  the  noisier  day 

Wanes  with  the  waning  light, 
And  slowly  deep'ning  eve  is  merged 
In  silent  night. 

On  through  the  darkness  Earth  once  more 

Pursues  her  dauntless  way, 
Sustained  by  an  undying  hope 
Of  coming  day. 
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Nor  unretrieved  that  darkness.     See! 

The  moon  and  stars  arise 
To  give  man  guidance,  and  illume 
The  trackless  skies. 
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MUSIC  CAN  TRANSMUTE  AT  WILL 

A/TUSIC  can  transmute  at  will, 

With  divinest  alchemy, 
Erstwhile  discords  by  its  skill 
Into  harmony. 

What  the  miracle  explains, 
Let  the  skilled  musician  tell, 

Welding  into  tuneful  strains 
Discords  by  his  spell. 

So  with  dominance  aye  complete 
Doth  the  Lord  of  all  things  raise 

Out  of  chaos  music  sweet, 
From  the  tumult  praise. 

War's  discordant  clam'rous  hate, 
Jarring  notes  of  human  strife, 

With  a  vaster  Concord  mate 
In  the  Theme  of  Life. 

Faith  e'en  now  the  notes  drinks  in 
Of  that  cosmic  symphony, 

Hears  'mid  Earth's  tumultuous  din 
Heaven's  own  ecstasy. 


THE  PROMISE  OF  HARVEST 

\lt7ITH  sweet  surprise  of  hope  I  greet 

The  first  faint  flush  of  ripening  wheat, 
Left  by  the  kisses  of  the  sun 
In  pledge  of  Harvest's  benison. 


But  yesterday  the  welcome  rain 
Revived  the  erstwhile  drooping  grain, 
And  now  in  serried  ranks,  behold  ! 
Each  waving  banner's  deepening  gold. 

And  from  the  "  blue  empyrean  "  hark  ! 
A  lessening  speck,  the  soaring  lark 
Is  pouring  forth  to  earth  and  sky 
Songs  of  divinest  minstrelsy, 

Wherewith  the  murmur  of  the  breeze 
Blends  in  orchestral  symphonies, 
And  stirs  to  life  the  passing  sweet 
Soft  silken  whisper  of  the  wheat. 

And  on  the  scene  with  loving  smile 
The  sunlit  sky  looks  down,  the  while 
Their  flitting  shadows  cloudlets  throw 
Upon  the  waving  wheat  below. 
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Soon  through  the  gate  and  down  the  lane 
Shall  rumble  many  a  rustic  wain 
Fraught  with  the  golden  sheaves  ;  full  soo 
Shall  rise  the  glorious  Harvest  Moon. 

But  Hope  with  blithe  assurance  gay 
A  bounteous  harvest  reaps  to-day, 
And  doth  a  livelier  joyance  know 
Then  e'en  fulfilment  can  bestow. 


HOPE'S  PERSPECTIVE 

"\7"IEWED  in  the  setting  of  mere  days  and  years 
War  world-wide,  bloody — well  might  seem 
to  be 

An  irremediable  catastrophe 
Fraught  with  an  agony  of  blood  and  tears 
Wherein  its  hateful  head  red  ruin  rears, 
The  blank  negation  and  insolvency 
Of  progress  and  enlightened  liberty 
With  all  that  life  to  thoughtful  minds  endears. 
But  to  the  vision  of  maturer  scope 
The  Eternal  Purpose  steadfast  aye  and  sure 
Is  through  the  centuries  evermore  made  known. 
Bright  looms  the  future  of  the  race  with  hope, 
War's  but  a  childish  ailment  Time  shall  cure, 
The  health  of  manhood  shall  for  all  atone. 
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THE  NIGHTINGALE 

T^ROM  the  thicket  yonder, 

In  the  moonlight  pale, 
Songs  of  love  and  wonder 
Sings  the  nightingale. 

Glad  the  story  thrilling 
From  that  tiny  throat, 

Purest  rapture  filling 
Every  tuneful  note. 

Liquid,  mellow,  fluting ! 

Love  itself  behold 
Passion's  heart  transmuting 

Into  finest  gold. 

Love  is  more  than  passion  ; 

Of  another  sphere's 
More  ethereal  fashion, 

Now  the  song  appears. 

Elfin  notes  and  slender 
To  the  theme  belong, 

Crooning  cries  and  tender 
Tones  are  in  the  song. 
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As  a  wave  that  breaketh 

Into  sunlit  spray, 
So  the  music  maketh 

To  my  heart  its  way. 

Or  as  raindrops  falling 

In  a  golden  shower, 
Come  the  strains  enthralling 

From  the  songbird's  bower. 

Or  as  gems  that  glisten 
On  a  sun-flecked  stream, 

As  I  gladly  listen 
Doth  the  singing  seem. 

Warmth  of  love  and  sweetness 

In  the  song  unite  ; 
And  to  lend  completeness, 

Lo  !  the  silent  night. 
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LOVE'S  IMMORTAL  GLEAM 

A/TID  the  mists  of  morn, 

In  a  leaden  sky, 
One  faint  rosy  gleam  of  gold 
Greets  the  wistful  eye. 

Telling  of  a  sun, 

Somewhere  out  of  sight — 
Shining  on  behind  the  clouds, 

Radiant  in  his  might. 

So  amid  the  mists 

Of  poor  human  thought, 
Dark  with  superstition's  gloom 

And  with  error  fraught. 

Gleams  the  light  of  truth 
With  a  quenchless  ray, 

That  shall  surely  burgeon  forth 
Into  glorious  Day. 

In  the  heart  of  man 

111  is  not  supreme  ; 
'Mid  the  darkness  shineth  still 

Love's  immortal  gleam. 
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Brightening,  broadening,  aye  ! 

Till  the  shadows  flee, 
And  for  ever  in  the  light 

Man  is  truly  free. 
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BEYOND  THE  CLOUD 

CORROW  and  pain  are  a  passing  phase 

Of  love  in  disguise. 
Into  the  cloud,  undaunted  gaze 

With  faith-lit  eyes. 

And  beyond  the  cloud  thou  shall  presently  see 
The  love  that  pervadeth  Eternity, 
The  light  that  explaineth  the  mystery 
Of  all  that  is,  and  ever  shall  be. 


GAIN   BY  LOSS 

rT"*O  the  bough,  where  sweetly  sing 
•*•    Spring's  glad  heralds,  carolling, 
Autumn's  withered  leaves  still  cling 
On  the  verge  of  Spring. 

Like  the  ghosts  of  memory,  still 
Lingering,  loth  to  vanish,  till 
Cometh  after  Winter's  chill 

Springtide's  quickening  thrill — 

Opening  leafy  buds,  that  now 
Messengers  of  hope,  avow, 
Soon  shall  wealth  of  green  endow 
Joyous  branch  and  bough. 

Autumn  seemed  calamity, 
Fraught  with  bitter  loss,  to  thee  ; 
Spring's  enrichment  yet  shall  be 
Recompense,  O  tree  ! 

Is  there,  then,  no  lesson  here  ? 
No  glad  message  of  good  cheer 
To  the  mournful  heart,  in  fear 
Of  bereavement  drear? 
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Yes  !  a  prophecy  of  gain 
Is  thy  Autumn  loss  :  its  pain 
Blest  assurance  doth  contain, 
That  the  Spring  shall  reign. 


WINTER  SONGS 

'  A/I"  ID  the  winter's  chill 

Birds  are  singing  still- 
Many  a  tuneful  song, 
Jubilant,  clear,  and  strong. 

Songs  'neath  summer  skies, 
These  we  greatly  prize — 
And  the  birds  in  spring 
Joyous  tidings  bring. 

But  from  yonder  bough, 
Here  in  winter  now, 
Sweeter  than  them  all 
Songs  my  heart  enthral. 

What  though  skies  be  grey, 
Sunless,  sad,  the  day, 
Boundless  joyous  zest 
Fills  that  tiny  breast ! 

And  I  henceforth  see 
How  all  minstrelsy 
Hath  its  roots  in  pain, 
And  from  grief  doth  gain 

Notes  that  thrill  the  ear, 
And  the  spirit  cheer 
With  the  unbounded  scope 
Of  a  quenchless  hope. 
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THE  LARK 


TLT  EART  of  fire  in  a  tiny  breast ! 

Songster-priest  of  an  altar-nest ! 
Claiming  awhile  in  thy  minstrelsy 
Intimate  union  with  the  sky : 
Carolling  there  in  joyous  mood 
To  thy  loving  mate  and  fledgling  brood. 


Lowly  nest  of  a  human  love ! 
Soaring  thence  to  the  realms  above, 
Purest  joy,  and  a  quenchless  hope 
Ever  transcending  the  senses'  scope  ; 
Flame  of  the  spirit,  clear  and  strong, 
Heaven's  own  rapture  in  earthly  song  ! 
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"  RESURGAM  " 

P\EATH  !  thou  shall  gain  no  triumph  over  me, 
^"^  The  outworks  of  my  life  thou  may'st  o'er- 

throw ; 

But  there  is  that  within  me  which  doth  know 
Itself  the  heir  of  Immortality. 
And  in  this  inner  citadel  shall  I  dwell, 
Secure  from  thee,  my  most  implacable  foe, 
Yea  !  and  by  each  assault  shall  stronger  grow, 
Like  some  deep-rooted,  storm-defying  tree  ! 
Come  then,  O  Death  !  against  me  do  thy  worst, 
Low  lay  this  mortal  body  in  the  dust ; 
But  know,  e'en  then  thou  hast  not  reached  thy 

goal ! 

For  though  thy  onset  thus  prevail  at  first, 
Its  final  failure  is  my  heart's  sure  trust — 
Inviolate  still  remains  the  Citadel  of  the  Soul ! 
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ON  THE  WAY  TO  SPRING 

T  ONLY  hoped  before 

•••  That  Spring  was  coming  ;  now  I  know 

Winter  shall  soon  be  o'er, 
And  buds  their  hidden  treasures  show 
Of  leaf  and  blossom,  as  of  yore 
Lit  by  the  sun's  returning  glow. 

All  this  was  told  to  me 
But  yester-morn  from  tuneful  throat 

Of  song-thrush  joyously ; 
And  every  sweet  and  varied  note 
Fraught  with  a  precious  prophecy, 
Seemed  melancholy's  antidote. 

And  later  in  the  day 
I  yet  another  herald  heard 

With  the  same  tidings  gay, 
And  all  my  eager  heart  was  stirred 
By  the  lark's  shrill  ecstatic  lay, 
And  blessed  the  rapturous  soaring  bird. 

While  all  the  sunlit  air 
Tinged  with  a  flush  of  glowing  gold, 

A  meaning  seemed  to  bear, 
A  happy  half-hid  secret  hold  ; 
As  though  the  smiling  Spring-tide  fair 
Shone  through  a  curtain  yet  unrolled. 
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THE  HOPE  OF  THE  FUTURE 

"1X7HAT  hope  remains  in  this  catastrophe, 

This  world- wide,  horrid,  internecine  strife; 
Brother  with  brother  waging  to  the  knife 
Unnatural  war  with  dread  insistency  ? 
Alas  !  Alas  !  for  this  calamity, 
With  bitter,  soul-destroying  hatreds  rife, 
Denial  of  the  Christ,  who  gave  His  life 
From  fratricidal  hate  to  set  men  free  ! 
What  hope  ?    Why  this :    amid  this  dreadful 

gloom, 

Clamour  and  bloodshed,  flames  of  yawning  hell, 
The  Daybreak  of  Self-sacrifice  we  hail, 
Bewildered,  misinformed,  but  with  the  bloom 
Of  ageless  youth  upon  it — 'tis  the  spell 
To  bring  Christ's  Kingdom  in  shall  yet  prevail. 
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IN  THE  WOODS 

CPRING  tarries  still,  but  sends  us  in  advance, 

As  earnest  of  her  coming,  sunny  days, 
Whose  brightness  after-gloom  shall  but  enhance, 

And  to  a  livelier  joy  the  spirit  raise, 
For  that  the  dull  grey  winter,  grim  and  sere, 
Shall  vanish  soon,  and  Spring  again  appear. 

Here  in  the  woods  the  trees  are  wakening  now, 
And  through  their  woody  veins  the  stirrings 
feel 

Of  the  new  rising  sap  that  mounts  the  bough, 
And  doth  its  quickening  presence  there  reveal 

In  a  soft  purplish  haze,  greeting  the  eye 

With  grateful  pledge  of  leafy  glory  nigh. 

The  bright  green  foliage  of  yon  holly  tree 
Glistens  new  varnished  in  the  sunlight  there, 

And  the  brown  fronds  of  winter  bracken,  see  ! 
How  like  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  hair, 

A  russet-tinted  softly-shimmering  mist, 

Gracing   the   woodland   glades,   by   sunbeams 
kissed. 

And  here  upon  the  outskirts  of  the  wood 

The  sun-bathed  hawthorn  hedge  is  newly  clad 
With  opening  buds  of  rapturous  gratitude 


By  promised  Spring  now  quickened  and  made 

glad, 

While  here  and  there  a  venturous  celandine 
The  Spring's  forerunner,  nestles  half-unseen. 

Hard  by,  tall  trees  like  massy  columns  grey, 

The  pillars  of  a  temple  portico, 
From  yonder  knoll  point  out  the  traveller's  way 

To  Nature's  own  cathedral  church  below, 
Whose  aisles  and  windows  are  the  light  and  shade 
Of  the  sun's  glimmering  rays  'mid  copse  and 
glade. 

Throughout  the  wood  a  mystery  seems  to  breathe 

The  gracious  sense  of  some  impending  change, 

When  new  glad  life  shall  these  bare  branches 

wreathe, 
And  Virgin  Spring  o'er  all  the  woodlands 

range, 

And  myriad  bluebells  underneath  her  feet, 
Shall  in  their  beauty  her  blest  coming  greet. 

And  now  to  give  glad  expectation  voice 

The  clear  sweet  notes  of  woodland  birds  arise 

In  overture  to  Spring  :  "  Rejoice  !  rejoice  ! 
Soon  shall  be  heard  the  fuller  melodies 

Of  nesting  songs  throughout  the  countryside 

In  tuneful  chorus,  echoing  far  and  wide." 
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THE  HAVEN  OF  HOPE 

"1X7HEN  sunset  crimsoning  all  the  western  sky 

Glows  like  a  sea  of  glory  to  the  view 
Then  yonder  clouds  of  softly  purple  hue, 
Seem  to  the  vision  of  the  inward  eye 
The  mystic  realms  of  some  great  empery, 
Rich  with  the  treasures  fancy  holds  in  feu. 
Are  they  those  islands  that  the  ancients  knew, 
The  "  fortunate  isles  "  of  Greek  mythology — 
The  happy  purple  islands  of  the  blest, 
Haven  of  Hope's  adventurous  voyaging, 
The  blissful  seat  of  never-fading  joy  ? 
And  shall  this  eager  spirit  there  find  rest, 
Or  shall  it  to  those  far-off  shores  still  bring 
Insatiate  hope  that  makes  attainment  cloy  ? 
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EARLY  AUTUMN 

A  FTER  the  Summer's  glare  and  glow, 

When  cool  bluff  winds  in  Autumn  blow, 
And  now  the  sun  with  milder  rays 
Shines  on  through  slowly  dwindling  days, 
Nature  assumes  another  guise, 
A  matron  now  with  quiet  eyes 
And  of  a  beauty  more  serene 
Than  erst  was  hers  as  Summer's  Queen  ; 
Her  smiles  indeed  less  dazzling  are, 
But  purer,  sweeter,  tenderer  far 
Than,  when  with  passion  all  aglow, 
She  held  her  Court  awhile  ago, 
Apparelled  in  a  wealth  untold 
Of  Jewels  and  barbaric  Gold. 
A  bird  of  Paradise  by  love 
Transfigured  to  a  gentle  dove, 
The  tender  grace  of  Autumn-tide 
Yields  not  in  charm  to  Summer's  pride. 
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TRUE  RICHES 

OILVER  and  gold  have  I  none, 

Save  such  as  are  stored  in  the  sun  ; 
The  buttercup's  gold  as  mine  I  behold, 
And  the  wild-carrot's  gleam 
My  silver  I  deem. 

So  poor  though  I  be  in  the  riches  of  earth, 
Of  Nature's  best  treasures  I  still  have  no  dearth. 

Jewels  of  price  are  not  mine — 
Save  such  as  in  Nature  now  shine. 
The  budding  leaf's  green  is  an  emerald  sheen, 
And  yon  sunset  aglow 
Is  a  ruby,  I  know. 
While  the  glistening  dewdrops  begemming  the 

grass 

As  with  diamonds  and  pearls  strew  my  path  as  I 
pass. 
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THE  OLD  AND  THE  NEW 

THE   OLD 

D  Year  !  we  bid  thee  now  adieu 
Upon  the  threshold  of  the  New, 
And  turn  one  more  eventful  page 
In  the  long  history  of  the  age. 

Chequered  that  history  seems, 
Dark  clouds  with  brighter  gleams 
Of  something  higher,  nobler  far, 
Than  earth-born  hopes  and  strivings  are. 
On  stormy  sea,  in  blazing  mine 
We  see  the  heroic  spirit  shine, 

As  man,  of  self  awhile  defiant, 
Assumes  the  stature  of  a  giant. 
And  e'en  in  social  discontent, 
Methinks,  the  spirit  finds  a  vent 
For  yearnings  that  shall  yet  be  wings 
To  lift  mankind  to  higher  things. 
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THE   NEW 

New  Year  !  we  hail  thine  advent  now, 
A  star  of  hope  and  promise,  thou, 
Quenchless — though  oft  the  past  hath  proved, 
From  previous  promise  far  removed  : 

For  earthly  failures  aye 

Prepare  man's  upward  way 
To  fuller,  more  assured  success, 
Won  by  the  spirit's  storm  and  stress. 

And,  haply,  man  appears  immortal 

In  dauntless  hopes  that  seem  the  portal 
To  a  blest  future,  far  beyond 
Our  wistful  dreams  and  wishes  fond. 
So  faith  is  wisdom's  utmost  height, 
Man's  outlook  on  the  infinite. 
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THE  WORDS  OF  CHRIST 

TJTOW  vast  the  Saviour's  sayings,  how  pro- 

11  found! 

And  like  th'  immense  unfathomable  sea, 

Greater  and  far  more  wonderful  than  we 

Can  e'er  imagine  :  we  the  shallows  sound 

Along  the  shelving  shore,  and  fain  would  bound 

Our  thoughts  of  all  that  is,  or  yet  shall  be 

By  the  horizon  of  theology, 

As  though  all  Truth  were  compassed  by  that 

round. 

And  yet  such  virtue  in  His  words  resides 
That  more  and  more  all  doctrines  they  transcend 
And  into  wider  meanings  overflow, 
Not  merely  true — the  Truth  itself  abides 
Undimmed  and  undiminished  in  them — to  this 

end 
That  in  their  knowledge  man  may  never  cease  to 

grow. 
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THE  UNSEEN  THINGS  ETERNAL 

THHAT  which  hath  ceased  to  be  a  wing 

To  lift  the  soul  on  high, 
As  an  encumbrance  from  thee  fling, 
O  traveller  to  the  sky  ! 

Religion's  due  observances 
Are  less  than  naught  to  thee, 

If  haply  still  enmeshed  in  these 
Thou  art  no  longer  free. 

Divinely  discontented  still 

The  spirit  must  remain, 
Nor  unresponsive  to  the  thrill, 

Nor  daunted  by  the  pain — 

Of  the  unceasing  arduous  quest 
That  would  Life's  secret  know, 

Find  refuge  from  its  sore  unrest 
And  quench  man's  bitter  woe. 

For  what  is  outward  circumstance 

But  a  deep  mystery's  guise, 
Hid  from  the  worldling's  wavering  glance 

But  open  to  the  wise, — 

Who  viewing  with  a  steadfast  eye 

Appearance, — thus  attain 
To  erst-disguised  reality, 

And  Life's  deep  meaning  gain  ? 
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GOLDEN  GLORY 


A   GLORY  of  glowing  light, 
•**•    A  glimpse  of  the  Infinite, 
Through  golden  windows  of  the  West ; 
Departing  daylight's  rich  bequest 
To  the  oncoming  night. 


Golden,  and  yet  so  fine, 

So  purely  crystalline, 
Stainless,  ethereal,  lucent  glow, 
Wherein  enshrined  doth  surely  show 

A  Presence,  all  divine. 

Worthy  to  be  adored, 

Be  now  libation  poured 
O'er  Heaven's  own  altar — wave  on  wave. 
Of  aureate  splendour  meet  to  lave 

The  feet  of  Heaven's  high  Lord. 

And  still  the  glory  grows, 

The  tidal  splendour  flows, 
Till  all  the  West  is  drowned  in  light, 
And,  throbbing  golden  to  the  sight, 

Heaven's  rapturous  worship  shows. 
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Now  from  its  topmost  height, 
The  Sunset  sinks  towards  night, 
And  deepening  shadows  claim  the  sky, 
Till  the  majestic  moon  on  high 
Assume  her  queenly  right. 

But  memory  treasures  still 
That  moment's  wondrous  thrill, 

When  the  tumultuous  glowing  tide 

Of  sunset  in  its  golden  pride 
Resistless  worked  its  will. 
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LIGHT  IN  DARKNESS 

TN  darkling  skies, 

Heavy  with  thunder-clouds,  and  lit 
With  lurid  lightnings,  shines  a  star, 
The  Star  of  Bethlehem's  prophecies  ; 
And  faint  to  those  beholding  it 
Come  joyful  tidings  from  afar — 
The  angelic  chorus  echoing  still, 
"  Peace  upon  Earth  !  to  men  good- will !  " 
For  mingling  with  the  Heavenly  Choir 
War's  hellish  hate,  and  bitter  wrong, 
With  curses,  groans,  and  shrieks  conspire 
To  drown  in  woe  that  lovely  song. 
Ill-will  to  man  !  Grim  war  on  Earth  ! 
Usurp  this  season  of  the  Saviour's  birth. 

But  quenchless  still 
The  star  shines  there,  benignant  aye, 
And  still  the  Heavenly  Choir  sings  on — 
"  Peace  upon  Earth  !  to  men  good- will !  " 
The  darkness  yet  shall  pass  away, 
And  skies  a  fuller  radiance  don. 
Yon  savage  cries  of  barbarous  hate 
Shall  yet  their  clamorous  rage  abate  ; 
And  'mid  that  Heaven-sent  lull  shall  rise 
This  Earth's  ecstatic  rhapsodies, 
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Notes  of  true  gratitude  and  praise 
That  the  heart's  adoration  phrase  : 
Hatred  and  strife  for  evermore  shall  cease, 
And  Christ  bring  in  the  reign  of  everlasting  Peace. 
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"  WATCHMAN,  WHAT  OF  THE  NIGHT  ?  " 

DOUBT 

ORATE  not  to  me  of  progress  ! — Man  returns 

To  a  primeval  savage  state — he  spurns 
The  hard-won  harvest  of  the  strenuous  past, 
And  would  in  self-destructive  frenzy  cast 
Civilization's  benefits  away, 
And  in  the  night  of  heathenish  ignorance  stray, 
Yea,  God  Himself  doth  now  (if  God  there  be) 
Hate  not  perchance,  but  with  indifference  see 
The  balance  sway  to  good  or  evil  fate  : 
Time  shows  no  growing  purpose  in  his  gait ; 
And  this  New  Year  is  but  another  span 
Wherein  much  sorrow  shall  be  known  of  man." 


FEAR 

"  With  thee  I  fail  to  find  divine  control 

Of  man's  affairs — and  terror  sways  my  soul  ; 

I  see  mankind  to  hideous  ruin  hurled 

And  tyrant  wrong  usurp  a  blood-stained  world 

I  see  the  faith  and  hope  of  countless  years 

Drowned  in  an  agony  of  blood  and  tears  ; 

And  Christ  Himself  behold  with  veiled  face 

Turn  from  an  ingrate  and  rebellious  race. 
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Alas  !  for  all  this  madness,  savage,  blind  ! 
No  '  Golden  Age '  awaits  redeemed  mankind, 
As  once  was  dreamed  ;  to  all  of  mortal  breath 
Shall  surely  come  no  end  but  Hell  and  Death." 


FAITH 

"  Out  on  ye,  tim'rous  Doubt  and  recreant  Fear  ! 

Not  with  your  gloom  I  hail  the  New-born  Year  ; 

For  in  my  very  soul  I  feel,  I  know, 

God  rules  in  love  o'er  all  things  here  below. 

'Mid  War's  dread  curse  and  devastation  dire, 

Man  passes  through  Affliction's  cleansing  fire  ; 

Sorrow  is  antiseptic,  from  above 

The  healing  agony  is  sent  in  love  ; 

Baffled  and  hindered  on  his  downward  way, 

Man  turns,  belike,  to  face  the  rising  Day, 

And,  cleansed  by  fires  of  anguish,  leaves  the  night 

To  climb  with  joy  the  upward  path  of  light." 
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